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Sir Smile-Aps Meets the Little New Wear 
TwoLe Winxs 
Said Smile-Ups, ““There’s a wee white man a-coming up 
my stair, 
He has the broadest, sweetest smile, and oh! such snowy 


air. 

He nods and beckons right and left, and waves a tiny hand, 

And, lo, his name is New Year, dears, now, can you under- 
stand? 

And he is full of songs of cheer, and promises of joy; 

He has a record of resolves, those made by girl or boy. 

“T hope all come true,”” said he, ‘those promises they 
make, 

But, sometimes, though they mean so well the best resolves 
they break. 

It is a funny scheme, I think,”’ so he went on to say— 

“*Resolves and promises should be—not last week, but today. 

Then, no one will forget,” quoth he, ‘‘and all will be at 
peace; 

Now, I am here I hope, to see all strife and quarrels cease. 

So, “— along ye girls and boys, and help me with friend 

ime, 

For, we must see he keeps our days in tuneful song and 

hyme.”” 


r 
This little ramble pleased me well, as you must surely know, 
So, I bestowed on him my smile, and then I made to go, 
But, New Year clasped my hand in his and cried in lively 
glee— 
.-“*You'll join me, friend, we'll make a team, so smiles there’l! 


VoL. XXII JANUARY, 1917 


THE GIFT 


ImeLpa Octavia SHANKLIN 


N GOD'S workshop four angels wrought, build- 
ing a gift for the people of earth. They wove 
a tapestry- of exceeding richness and beauty. 
Noiselessly the fabric grew under their hands, 
spreading and mounting. Its colors filled the 
workshop with a mist of glory. 
The first angel said: “I weave beauty, 
which is the soul of man. I weave beauty, 
which is the gift of the Master Workman to the people of 
earth, whom he loves much.” 

And the angel put into the cloth. a whiteness, shining 
like crushed diamonds. He drew in whispering threads of 
green, pressing through the gray and black of sleeping sod; 
he set in threads of brilliant emerald; he painted the pink of 
seashells, rose shaped, and clear, airy blue above. He 
blended in green browns, purples, russets, and the glint of 
running water winding through the tapestry. 

The second angel said: “I weave music, the song of 
the bi Workman to the people of earth, whom he loves 
much. 

And this angel set into the whispering green the notes 
of the young lamb’s cry; he wove the song of flowing winds 
in the leafing trees; he drew his music staff across the marshy 
waters of the slough, and the people of earth said, “Frogs!” 
He traced his staff against the splendor of blazing suns, and 
there he pitched the anthem of summer birds. He struck 
the high notes of the storm wind, the deep bass of the 
thunder roll, and the night counsel of the soft breeze in pine 
boughs. He wrote the music of laughing children, and the 
song of drifting showers. 

The third angel said: “I weave industry, the saving 
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need of man, the brother bond of the Master Workman to 
the people of earth, whom he loves much.” 

And the third angel worked into the tapestry furrowed 
fields, the growth of gardens, the winnowing of wheat and 
the harvest of corn. He piled the ant mound; he rent the 
rock with the blasting of frost; he gemmed the ocean with 
coral circle. He built highways of commerce, the swift sea 
craft, the turning of millwheels, the construction of homes. 

The fourth angel said: ‘“‘Into the tapestry I weave 
love, the gift of gifts from the Master Workman to the peo- 
ple of earth, whom he loves with a love inexpressible.”” 

And with white hands the angel wove into the tapestry 
the shining scarf that wraps the heart of the mother and the 
heart of the babe to each other. He drew the bands of the 
ministry called tenderness, the weak reaching out appealing 
hands to the strong. He bound the love of the boy to the- 
love of the dog. He threw out a line from the heart of the 
woman and joined it to the line which he carried from the 
heart of tender things. He blended the love of the girl with 
the love of the kitten. He anchored the soul of man to 
honor. He bound all the people of earth in a web of faith 


and helpfulness and mercy. 


When the Master Workman inspected the tapestry 
he approved the work of the Angel of Beauty, the Angel of 
Song and the Angel of Industry. On the fourth angel, the 
Angel of Love, he smiled and said: i 

“The gift is complete. Let the twelve Angels of the 
Year bear the gift to the people of earth, whom I love with 


a love that no gift can measure.” 


BOBBY’S WATCH PARTY 


T WAS the very last day of the old year, and 
Bobby’s two big sisters were planning for the 
Watch Party, to which they were invited that 
evening. You see Bobby was only five, so he 
was much too young to go with Bertha and 
May, who were fourteen and sixteen, and con- 
sidered themselves young ladies. It seemed to 
Bobby there was something wrong with this day, 

for no matter how hard he tried to do right everything seemed 

to go wrong. All day long it had been, “‘Bobby, don’t do 
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this,” and “Bobby, don’t do that,” until he wondered 
whether things would ever go right again. 

At last, dinner was over, and the girls were off to the 
party, and Bobby, robed in his little nightie, climbed into 
mother’s lap. “‘Mudder,”’ he said, “what’s New Year's? 
and what did Bertha and May mean by all the res’lutions 
they wrote down?” 

Mother explained to him that tomorrow would be the 
very first day of the new year, 1917, and that it was 
_ customary for people to make good resolutions at this time, 
to be carried out all the year. 

“I wish I could make some,” said Bobby. 

“*You can, dear,” replied mamma, “and help you.” 

Bobby scrambled*down and ran to the big desk for 
pencil and paper. “Let's: write "em down, mother,” he 
cried, “‘so’s I won’t forget.” 

Mamma took the pencil and paper, saying, “‘All right, 
sonny, now for No. 1.” 

Bobby thought a moment. ““There’s not much a little — 
boy can do, is there?”’ he said. ‘‘But I guess I can quit 
being noisy when: Bertha’s getting her lessons, and I can 
quit ’sturbing May when she is practicing her music lesson.” 

Mamma put these down as | and 2, and Bobby con- 
tinued, ‘An’ I guess I can come quicker when you call me, 
*stead of being telled so many times’ —mother wrote this 
down as No. 3. ‘An’ I could run errands for gran’ma 
*thout fussin’, an’, an’, I could, what else could I do, 
mother?” 

Mother thought a moment and she said, “‘I’ll tell you 
dear, let’s you and I start a “Watch Party’ that will last all 
the year. We won't just watch for the New Year to come 
in, but we’]l watch every single day of it, to find some good 
thing we can do for somebody, and some good thing we can 
do for ourselves.” 

“Oh, good, mamma!” exclaimed Bobby, “‘an’ every 
day’ll be a New Year’s day, won't it? And our Watch 
Party ‘ll last always an’ not just one night,”’ and Bobby’s 
little brain was so full of the idea that it took many trips of 
the Sandman to put him to sleep. 

The next day mamma and Bobby started their Watch 
Party, and oh, how many things they found to do! Al- 
though grandmother sent Bobby hurrying up and down 
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stairs many times, not once did he say, “I don’t want to,” 
and when Bertha and May, tired and cross from being out 
i so late the night before, exclaimed, “I don’t see what's 
! come over Bob, he’s so good today,” he looked at mother 
and they smiled at each other in a knowing way. 
It was a happy little boy mother tucked into bed that 
night, and as she bent to kiss him good night he whispered, 
“I like this kind of a party, mudder, and let’s play it al- 
ways. I guess our kind of a Watch Party is best, don’t 
you?” 
And do you know I really believe Bobby is going to 
find this a good party for every day in the year.—WM. P. 


ROBERT’S AND JOSEPHINE’S PRAYER 


Heavenly Father, you are here. 
I can feel your Presence near. 
While I truly live and pray, 
You are with me night and day. 


I can have no pain or fear, 

When I know that you are here. 
You have said, “I am your child;” 
Keep me good and undefiled. 


Could I think you would forget! 
ou have never left me yet. 

All things lovely, fair and bright, 

Come from you, O blessed Light! 


Now I rest and slumber deep. 
You will watch me while I sleep; 
Every evil keep away 

*Til I wake to happy day. 


Grumble? No! What’s the good? 
If it availed, I would; 

But it doesn’t a bit— 

_Not it. 


Laugh? Yes; why not? 
*Tis better than crying, a lot; 
We were made to be glad, 


Not sad. —Selected. 


Ralph Jarles Alberg 


I’m of the new, a Booster true, 
Ma’s darling little laddie. 

WEE Wispom’s dress is more or less 
Made by my blessed daddy. 


I'm Cecil Basil Drew, 

Another boy that’s true. 

And though I’m little more than three 
I want WEE WiIsDoM to visit me 
"Way up in Greenleaf, Idaho. 
She’ll surely find the way, I know. 


OUR NEW YEAR’S CALLERS 
tee 
a 
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BODSTER 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 
Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 


world. 
Motto—Love never faileth 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and hyione 
Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no hear no evil, and 


speak no evil. 
Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 


Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


HAPPY New Yea Year to all our Boosters! 
Nineteen-seventeen is bringing to us all three 
hundred and sixty-five wonderful days to be 
f filled with the best our hearts and minds and 
7a) hands can put into them. 
Think of it! 365 days, with 8,760 hours, 
& Wi with 525,000 baby minutes to be filled with 
living and loving! Leet’s all turn in and do our 
very best toward making these baby minutes so full of lov- 
ing thoughts and glad doing that there'll not be one left for 
sorrow and care and unhappy thought to darken and blight. 
Here’s three cheers for a joy-filled New Year! 

Talking about joy, you should have seen our Unity 
Boosters Christmas Eve! Our Christmas entertainment was 
given in the new Auditorium, where there was plenty of 
room for everybody. And what do you think! Instead of 
waiting for Santa to come round and fill the stockings and 
Christmas tree as usual, the Sunday School planned to make 
a raid on dear old Santa in his own home—or what they 
made believe was. Such a looking place as it was when 
the Willing Workers got there; for they went ahead to spy 
out the ground and get things vesily for the surprise party. 
They went to work with ‘a will and got everything spick- 
and-span, and sang Christmas songs while they were doing 
it. Then there was a jingle of bells, and old Santa came 
in. My! but he was surprised when he found everything 
so nice, and a warm supper waiting him. Then he told the 
Willing Workers that he had to bring back the pack for the 
Unity children because they were not to be found. Then 
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the dear, old tired Santa settled down before his fire-place 
and the Willing Workers softly sang him to sleep. 

_ But he didn’t sleep long, for the door burst open and in 
rushed a troop of Boosters and the Good Words Club and 
all the Unity youngsters. But they made it lively for the 
good Saint, dancing, singing, and getting him under the 
mistletoe. He enjoyed it too, and was as jolly as the rest. 
Then he brought out the big pack and gave them all the 
presents they could carry away. 

The little Snow Flakes danced their dance and all the 
Joy-bells rang. 

The house was full, and everybody enjoyed Santa 
Claus’ surprise. 

Christmas day the. Boosters went ‘round the city and 
left gifts for the children who needed them. 


West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—This is the last time I am going to write a 
letter to you this year. I doesn’t seem true that 1917 is so near, but 
I guess it is, if the calendar tells the truth. We're very much obliged 
for those August 12th Weekly Unitys, and we gave one of them 
away the very day they came, and the lady said she would give it to 
another lady that had a son she wanted treated. I guess you know 
by this time that other people have been writing down to find out about 
Unity and healing from here, because they're getting stirred up about 
such things. One of the Methodist ladies was here last week and 
read a piece to mother from her Michigan Christian Advocate, about 
a missionary being healed by the Word of God, after the doctors had 
given him up. 

We're getting ready for Christmas now, wa I guess everybody 
else is too, but the club isn’t going to do anything special this year. 
Virginia and I will hang up our stockings as usual, and we will help 
fill stockings for some other folks. I suppose the Unity Boosters will 
have a big time—there are so many of them, and they all live so close 
together and can come every time, and that is just what we can't do 
here, but we would like to. We haven't any cat at all now, because 
we have lost our Thomas W. Tucker Pewaubic; this is the first time 
my mother has been without a cat for nineteen years. Happy New 
Year to you and all the Unity Boosters. — 

I. H. S. Crus, Ernest P. Baltzell, Sec. 

Grand Ledge, Mich. 
. Dear Wee Wispom—lI have had you for four months, and | 
like you very much. Every night I say a Truth poem while mother 
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does my hair up to make curls, and I often read WeE Wisdom to 
her. We have just been on a two week's trip through Kentucky. We 
visited Mammoth Cave and it was perfectly wonderful. I played at 
a recital last night. I am nine years young. This is the third year 
I've been taking lessons. I am inclosing fifteen cents for a Booster pin. 
Yours truly, ’ Helen Latting. 


Here’s a letter "way from South Africa. What a long 
journey it has taken! But we're glad Emil likes WEE 
Wispom, and we know he'll make a splendid Booster. 

Sunnyside, Pretoria, S. Africa. 
Dear Wee Wispdom—lI am a little boy ten years old, and I enjoy 
Wee Wispom very much. I am trying my best to be a Unity. I hope 
I will enjoy every copy you send me. When I write next month | 
will send a story, because I can’t think out a story the first time | write. 
With love from Emil Pienaar. 


Lashburn, Canada. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI would be very glad to join the Booster 
Club, and I am sending for a pin. I am always looking forward to 
Wee Wispom's coming. Yours faithfully, Lizzie. Whiteley. 
Irene Parker, Detroit, Michigan, sends greetings, and 
incloses this little poem: 


“There's a New Year coming, coming, 

Out of some beautiful sphere, 

His baby eyes are bright, 

With hope and delight; 

We welcome you, happy New Year! 

There's an old year going, going, 

Away in the winter drear, 

His beard is like snow, 

His footsteps are slow, 

Good-bye to you, weary old year! 

There is always a New Year coming, 

There is always an old year to go, 

And never a tear, 

Drops the happy New Year, 

As he scatters his gifts in the snow.” 

New York, N. Y. 
Dear Boosters—Reading the letter in WEE Wispom makes me 
wish to belong to the Boosters, and be considered one of you. I am 
twelve years old. Hoping to be accepted, I am a booster to be, 
Mildred Herman. 
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P. S.—I am sending for a Booster pin. 
A letter from J. C. Bates, Whitechurch, England, 


says: “Some of our young folks would like to know who 
the dear little boy is, whose head appears in WEE WIsDOM 
every month. Please let us know, and get him to write a 
letter to our young people.” 


This means you, Curtis; you and your mamma, 
Blanche, will have to rise and explain to these English 
friends “‘who’s who, and why.” 


Ridgefield, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI want to join your club. I love to read 
Wee Wispom. Yours sincerely, Alvin Temple. 


Adrienne Linderberger, Netherwood, N. J., sends in 
her subscription for WEE Wispom. It was Adrienne and 
Royal who tied the toy balloon to a stick last summer, and 
sent it out on the waves of the Atlantic to have adventures, 
and gave all of you a chance to follow with your imag- 
ination. Frances Young was the only one who sent in a 
make-believe story about the balloon, which you will find 
in the October number. This is what Adrienne says about 
it: “‘I think the balloon sailed as far as Asbury Park, for 
I saw a shark there the next week on exhibition, and I think 
the balloon must have burst and killed it, for I saw a bit of 
red balloon on the shark’s fin.” Adrienne has sketched on 
her letter a picture of both shark and balloon, which we are 
unable to reproduce. 

Louise Thomas, Peace Institute, Raleigh, N. C., sends 
for thirteen Booster pins, and says: “We have started a 
club at the Peace Institute Primary School here, and want 
the pins as soon as possible.”” 


Robert David Wade, of Sierre Madre, Cal., ““Bobby”’ 
for short, and five years old, is delighted with his Booster 
pin, and working diligently to be worthy. His mamma says 
as soon as he is able to write his name, he will sign the slip 
of membership. 


Here’s a bunch of little letters from Detroit, Mich. 
Two of them give no name, but we can guess they are from 
the little Parkers. They were meant for Christmas, but did 
not get here in time. One contains a little verse about 
December, a yery nice selection: 
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DECEMBER 


Oh holly branch and mistletoe, 

And Christmas cheer where e’er we go, 
And stockings pinned up in a row, 
These are thy gifts, December. 


And if the year hath made thee old, 
And silvered all thy locks of gold, 
Thy heart has never grown a-cold, 
Or known a fading ember. 


Another tells about giving her kitten a bath, and of 
her intention to help give Christmas presents to those who 
need, and a nice doll. She wishes us 
all a Merry Christmas and hopes we'll 
have a nice time. 

The letter signed F. C. Parker, 
sends a little gift which she wishes to 
go toward the wardrobe of WEE Wis- 
_ and sends blessings to one and 

The next letter reads: 

Dear Royal—I am one ‘of your little 
Wee Wisdom girls. I am Irene’s friend. I 
am sending my picture. My little sister's 
name is Josephine. Yours truly, 
Mary Strickland. 
We're glad of a New Year's 
call from Mary. 
New York City. 
Dear Aunt Myrile—I know you are all 
Strickland sending me thoughts of health, wisdom and 
8 years. happiness. I am getting along splendidly in 
school. In our grammar test I got the highest mark in the class. My 
chest is developing too. The other day I found my chest expands four 
inches. How are all the Boosters? I have a splendid idea of having 
a big Christmas tree each year, to help make WeE Wispom larger, and 
I am sending a dollar for that. Tell the Boosters that I wish them all 
a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year, not forgetting all the 
good folks at Unity and everywhere, for .I wish you all the same. 
Sincerely, James Farrelly, jr. 


And here is a letter from Jim’s little sister. She says: 


Mary 
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I am Jimmie’s sister with beautiful red hair [so has ye Royal, 
secretary]. I am doing very well in school. Of course every thought 
and word of Truth you think and speak for Jimmie and. me brings us 
more love and ability to do things. I wonder if the Boosters are not 
going to have a nice Christmas like us—of course I know they will 
have. But to let them know that I am thinking of them I am going to 
send a dollar for their Christmas tree, and also a Word of Prosperity 
to all. Lovingly, Rita Farrelly. 


+ Morton, Pa. 
Dear Wee Wispom—This is the first letter I have written you, 
though I have read you ever since I could read. I am sending a story 
which I hope you will publish. I am twelve years young, and weigh 
120 pounds. I am five feet and four inches tall. Everybody wonders 
why I am so big, but the secret is, Wee Wispom and right thinking. 
I have three cats about nine months old. They are the healthiest cats 
you ever did see. The cat's secret about health is the same as mine. 

Your loving and appreciative reader, | Malcolm Maclnnes Young. 


We thank Malcolm for the bright little story. While 
there is not space enough for it this time, we may find room 
for it later on. 

Cincinnati, Ohio. 
Dear Mr. Secretary—I am writing to ask for membership in the 
Booster Club. Not only do I want to become a member, but there are 
ten little girls who wish to become members also. It would interest you 
to know the circumstances in connection with the formation of our 
Booster Club. I have this class of girls in the Presbyterian Sunday 
School. I am a member of the New Thought Temple in this city, and 
am teaching these children the Truth. We use WEE Wispom’s in- 
terpretation of the Sunday School lessons and the children love it. I 
am sending you the name of each child who wishes membership and 
also the money for our pins (eleven). The names are as follows: 
Willa Hawkins, Ruth Coleman, Katherine Kirton, Helen Gromme, 
Sylvia Moeller, Janet Tumworde, Margaret Koch, Virginia Sauge, 
Margaret McLennan and Marie Gildehaus. The children are very 
anxious for their pins, so I will appreciate your kindness if you can 
mail the pins before Christmas. Our next meeting is right after Christ- 
mas. So you know the children hope to have their pins. Sincerely 
your Booster friend, Miss Stella Green. 


Dallas, Texas. 
Dear WEE WispomM—Since we last reported our club has been 
having such a good time. At the last meeting our hostess gave us such 
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a happy time after the program, with a lot of good refreshments. Our 
program was a piano selection by Rose Demiti and a reading by Polly 
Reagon. This followed the roll call when each responded with some 
good deed they had done. Milton Stallings, Jr., won the good deed’s 
pin at this meeting. Mr. John Lowery, chief probation officer of the 
city, gave us an address, and we all enjoyed it. His chief theme was, 
“Give the Christ a place to be born in your own heart-home and 
not have him be born in the manger.” I am sending sixty cents for 
Booster pins. This makes one dollar and twenty cents that some in- 


terested friends of the Booster Club have donated for good deeds pins. 


Please send sample copies of WeE WisDom to names given. Wishing 
all the Boosters a Merry Christmas, with Love, from the 
Gotpen Key Booster Crus, Rose Demiti, Sec. 


Willow City, N. D. 

Dear Wees—We are oon little boys and two little girls living in 
the northern part of North Dakota. We are just twenty-five miles 
from the boundary line between United States and Canada. Just now 
it is very cold weather. When we go to school it is so @old that the 
boys tie a handkerchief over their foreheads, and pull it down over 
their ears. Then they pull their knitted caps down over their fore- 
heads, close to their eyes. They wear knitted sweaters and heavy 
mackinaws all winter long. My brother goes for the milk to the 
neighbors on his skis, every afternoon. I am the youngest and in the 
third grade. I stayed home from school this week, because it is so 
cold. I am lonesome, so I thought I would write you a letter. 

In Wee Wispom of last summer, a mother asked for an evening 
prayer for her children. We have one that we say and think it beau- 
tiful. We hope you will like it. Yours for Love and Truth, 

Robert and Josephine Lazier. 


You'll find the Prayer on the fourth pee 


Winni M , Canada. 
Dear Wee Wispom—Although you fie not heard ‘iene us for 
so long, we still have our Booster Club, even if we have not been very 
lively just lately. When our teacher, Mr. Potten, wrote he drew our 
attention to Star Clark's letter in the November number of WEE 
Wispom. I am sorry to say we missed the letter somehow. As we 
did not know Star's address we could not do anything until we wrote 
to you. Our address is 290 Wardlow Ave., Ft. Rouge, Winnipeg, 
and we hope that we will soon hear from Star. We wish all the 
Boosters a Happy New Year. Yours in Truth, 
THe Winnirec Booster Cius, Myrtle Hayes, Sec. 


; 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 2, JANUARY 14, 1917 
JOHN THE BAPTIST AND JESUS.—John 19:23-24. 


Gotpen Text—Behold the lamb of God that taketh away the 
sin of the world.—John 1:29. 


All of the time John the Baptist was baptizing the people with 
water, he was telling them of one greater than he who would baptize, 
not with water, but with Spirit, or the Holy Ghost. When John began 
his baptism with water, the Pharisees wanted to know who he was. 
They thought perhaps he would claim to be the prophet Elijah, come 
back to earth, or the prophet whose coming had been predicted by 
Moses. But he claimed no title save his own. He was very humble, 
but withal courageous. It took courage to go about baptizing and meet- 
ing people everywhere who doubted his right to do it, but John knew, 
because he had listened to the Spirit within, and that Spirit told him of 
Jesus, who was greater than he, and it also told him how to recognize 
Jesus. John should see the Spirit descending like a dove out of heaven 
and abiding on Jesus. John had been sent to prepare the people and 
to declare to them that Jesus the Nazarene was, in Truth, its Christ. 

When we first begin to realize that there may be a great All- 
power in us—that is John the Baptist preparing us for the coming of 
Christ. Then the Pharisees come trooping in to ask questions. These 
Pharisees are old, unreal thoughts of the world—outer thoughts—those 
thoughts which believe in lack of health, joy and life. They are 
doubters. They do not want to give up to the new thoughts which 
John the Baptist is bringing in. They demand that he prove the truth 
of what he says. If we listen to this John within us, he will prove that 
there is a Spirit in us which is greater than anything in the world. He 
will help us to recognize it—he will prepare our minds for true 
thoughts, for that is the mission of John the Baptist. Let us encourage 
this Spirit by holding fast to the true thoughts which he brings to our 
minds. Then we will come to see and to know the Christ which was 
within us all the time, waiting for us to realize its presence. 


Lesson 3, JANUARY 21 
_ FIRST DISCIPLE OF THE LORD JESUS.—John 1:35:49. 
Gotpen Text—Jesus saith unto them, follow me.—John 1:43. 
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John the Baptist and two of his disciples were standing together. 
when Jesus passed by. John exclaimed: “Behold the Lamb of God.” 
Both the other men, John and Andrew, deserted John the Baptist, to 
follow Jesus, but John was well pleased, for he had shown them the 
true way. So John and Andrew were the first of the disciples. John 
means love. First we must develop in our hearts the quiet, universal 
Love of God, else we may never learn to follow the Christ within. 
Next comes Andrew, which means strength. Andrew went out and 
got his brother, Simon Peter, and brought him to Jesus. Peter means 
faith. Then came Philip, who means power. All of our love and 
strength and faith and power, as well as our other faculties, must be 
guided by the Christ within, if our lives are to be as full and happy 
as they were meant to be. Let us gather all our faculties and develop 
them under the guidance of the Spirit. Then our love will be the 
Love of God, our strength the Strength of God, our faith the Faith 
of God, and our power, God Power. Then we will be truly children 
of God, and nothing can harm us and our tasks will be well and 
quickly done. 


Lesson 4, JANUARY 28 


REVERENCE OF JESUS FOR HIS FATHER’S HOUSE. 
—John 2:13-22. 


Gotpen Text—My house shall be called a house of Prayer.— 
Matthew 21:13. 


When Jesus found the merchants and the money changers in the 
house of God, he drove them forth immediately. Then, when the Jews 
saw what he did, they asked him by what authority he did these 
things. They wanted a sign to prove his authority. So Jesus said, 
“Destroy this temple, and in three days I will raise it up.” Now, they 
thought he was talking of the church, and did not believe him, but he 
was talking of his own body. Later he proved his statement, for after 
he was crucified he raised up his body in three days. The body of 
Jesus was the temple of the living God. They (our own bodies) should 
be kept pure and clean, and no money changers should be allowed to 
enter. These money changers mean unreal, selfish thoughts. They 
have no place in the temple. The house of God should be a house of 
prayer. Every true thought is a prayer. Our minds should be filled 
with true, pure thoughts—that our bodies may be clean and radiate the , 
Light of Spirit. This Light should shine through our eyes so that all 
we meet could see. It will do so if our thoughts are of life and love 
and plenty. To cleanse the temple we must drive out all selfish, unreal 
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thoughts, and fill our minds with prayers of plenty, of Joy and Life. 
Then our bodies will be fit temples of the living God. 


LEsson 5, FEBRUARY 4, 
JESUS THE SAVIOR OF THE WORLD.—John 3:5-17. 


Gotpen Text—For God so loved the world that he gave his 
only begotten son, that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, 
but have everlasting life——John 3:16. 

When Nicodemus came to Him for information, Jesus said, “Ye 
must be born again.” Nicodemus had been a good man; but he had 
not realized the presence of the Christ Spirit within him. When we 
realize that the Christ Spirit dwells within us, and we put our lives and 
all that we are, under its guidance, then we are born again. That is, 
we are made over. We are no longer of the unreal, but of the real, 
which is everlasting. 

God so loved the world, that he sent Jesus, his Son, to show us 
the way. Jesus listened to the Christ in him and obeyed it. We are 
to listen and obey the Christ in us. If we believe, or have faith in this 
Christ Spirit, we will not perish, but have everlasting Life. This is a 
promise, or rather a Law of God. It never fails. If we do not be- 
lieve in the Spirit within, we perish. If we have absolute faith in the 
all-powerful Christ within, we will have everlasting life. This is not 
a fairy tale, but a truth, which Jesus himself proved. 


DON’T LOOK BACKWARD 


Woulds’t shape a noble life? Then cast 
No backward glances toward the past. 

What each day needs, that shalt thou ask, 
Each day will set its proper task. —Coethe. 


KINDNESS NEVER LOST 


The look of sympathy, the gentle word, 
Spoken so low, that only angels heard; 

The secret act of pure self-sacrifice, 

Unseen by man, but marked by angel’s eyes— 
These are not lost. —Robert Browning. 


Act well your part; there all the honor lies.—Pope. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


There's a thing-a-ma-gummy, 

A comin’ my way, 

With a thing-a-ma-bob 

In his hand, 

He’s bringin’ a what-yu-ma-call-it along, — 
With some do-funny, playin’ a band. 


That’s a nonsense rhyme. Sometimes I find they are 
like a breath of fresh air—they clear the atmosphere. They 
have been running in my head all morn- 
ing. Maybe I was getting too serious, 
for whenever I begin to get a long face, 
and think I must carry the world on my 
shoulders, like Atlas (do you know who 
he was?) a good fairy in me begins to 
say nonsense rhymes over and over in my 
mind, like a sort of a song, until I laugh 
and rub my eyes. Then when I am 
awake again I know that I need not 
bother about the world. A poet once said, “God's in his 
heaven; all’s right with the world.” It is true, too. Of 
course Wees know there’s nothing to worry about, but 
grown-ups are so apt to think their worrying keeps the world 
moving. It’s just a lot of grown-up ignorance. Speaking 
of nonsense: 


Sense is a good fairy, 
Wise and true, 

Nonsense an elf-man, 
To play with you. 


Sense is always away when people worry. If it were 
at home they’ d have sense enough not to worry. 

This is the first month in a spick-and-span New Year. 
Pee make resolutions to start them right, so let’s you and I 
resolve: 


Not to worry, 
But just to know, 
God will show us 


The way to go. 
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GREETINGS TO LITTLE MR. NEW 


Merry Mary 


Good morning, little New Year man! 
How fresh and sweet you look, 

Without a single care or frown! 
And in my bran-new book 

I’m going to write my new resolves 
And do the best I can 

To keep you Icoking young and sweet, 
My little New Year man! 


You’!| have no burdens on your back, 

Nor doubts, nor fear, nor woes, 

For in his pack this good old year 
Shall take them as he goes, 

And I will be God’s perfect child, 
Who knews no thought of fear, 

With joy I greet you, little man— 
You blessed, glad New Year! 


Dear ReavER: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 

page, you will know that it is time for you to renew vour subscription. 

want to visit you every month, for I have many good things 1 

store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 

traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 


Yours in Love and Truth. 
WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas, City, Mo. 
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